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/WELL? HEH.HEH? I SEE YOU MANA6E0 TO SCROUNGE UP COU) CASH FOR THIS COPY OF THE CHTPT OF 
TERROR f GOOD' OON'T WORRY? YOU WON'T BE SORRY? YOU’LL GET MORE THAN YOUR MONEY’S WORTH OF 
CHILLS' I'LL SEE TO IT? YES, ITS HE AGAIN? YOUR HOST IH HORROR, THE CRYPT-KEEPER. WELCOME 
ONCE MORE TO MY HOVEL. THE CRYPT OF TERROR' FOR MY FIRST OFFERING TO CURDLE YOUR BLOOO. I HAVE 
CHOSEN ONE OF MY BEST TERROR TALES FROM MY VAST COLLECTION OF SPINE - TINGLERS HERE IN THE 
CRYPT? THIS IS THE STORY OF CLYDE FRAHKL/H, THE RENOWNEO ANIMAL HUNTER ? REMEMBER HIM? 
REMEMBER WHEN HE DISAPPEARED? WELL, I FOUND HIM-OR WHAT'S LEFT OF HIM?THIS IS HIS STORY— AS 
V HE TOLO IT TO ME ... IN HIS VERY WORDS' CLYDE SARCASTICALLY CALLS IT... 


m rnopgsvf 


Yes. I'M CLYDE FRANKLIN? MY STORY BEGINS 
ONE NIGHT IN MY LUXURIOUS HOME? IT WAS THE 
NIGHT BEFORE I WAS TO LEAVE ON ANOTHER 
OF MY HUNTING EXPEDITIONS? A REPORTER 
FROM THE 'MORNING GLOBE’ HAD OROPPEO IN 
TO INTERVIEW ME? I FOUNO HIM WAITING FOR 
ME IN THE TROPHY ROOM? HE STARED AT THE 
HEAD-LINED WALLS WIDE-EYED- 



[HOW COULD TOO HUNT ™ 
THESE POOR CREATURES.. 
KILL TWM...THEN STUFF 
THEIR HEADS ANO HANG 
THEM *H£? IT'S CRUEL' 

cruel.' a 


'THEY... THEY'RE awe- 
SOME.' SOME OF 
VthEM LOOK.. SO , 
\\ ALIVE.' y-rfds 


NOW' NOW' BE REASONABLE. SIR' 

I HUNT FOR THE PURE SPORT 
OF IT' THESE ARE MY..MY SCORES 
LIKE TOUCHDOWNS... IN FOOTBALL' 
SURELY YOU CANNOT DENY A MAN 

his sport? 


SPORT IS IT? 
IT S MURDER.' 
THESE POOR 
CREATURES 
> ONCE LIVED . 
LIKE YOU OR 
If YOU 

MURDERED , 
L THEM? J 


The young reporter stormed out of my 

TROPHY ROOM . STAMPED ACROSS THE MARBLE 
HALL WHISKED HIS HAT OFF THE RACK... 
OPENED THE HUGE OAK DOOR . AND SLAMMED 
IT HARD? I BEGAN TO LAUBH... 

POOR FOOL? HAH. HAH? A i 

WHATS HE SO WORKED UP ) 1 

ABOUT? AFTER ALL 'THEY'RE ) 

ONLY ANIMALS.' 





Just a few miles out of prince 
GEORGE, CA NA PA. I MADE M Y F1RST| 
camp. . JTthere OUGHT TO BE 1 
/ PLENTY OF MOOSE AND 
J CARIBOU IN THESE WOODS' 
A I’LL TRY MY LUCK BRIGHT 1 
Ek AND EARLY TOMORROW 
MORNING 


My trip this time was to take 

ME UP THE ALASKAN HIGHWAY IN 
SEARCH OF CARIBOU. PUMA. MOOSE. 
OR ANY OTHER UNFORTUNATE 
ANIMAL THAT MIGHT CROSS MY GUN- 
SIBHTS. . -_ip =y AFTER AFRICA AND 
INDIA. THIS TRIP 
WILL BE TAHE.'J 


FOR THREE HOURS/ FINALLY I 
CAUGHT UP WITH HIM.' HE WAS 
STANDING IN THE SHALLOW 
WATERS OF A SMAL L LAKE PRINKING 
HIS FILL. 


I| LOOK AT THOSE 
AHTLEESf WHAT A 
TROPHY HElL 
, MAKE / ^ 


He turned toward me AND bellowed AS I came out 
IN THE OPEN.' I RAISED MY GUN. . -SIGHTED CAREFULLY.. 


He droppeo to his knees/ he snorted in pain' 

HIS BEADY EYES REOP ENED' HE STUM8LE0 TO HIS 
FEET AND CHARGED., f 1 


He went oown as the bullet struck him .' he 
rolleo over and lay oead at my feet' he was 

TREMENDOUS/ his HEAO WAS 00*0 TO BE A WONOER- 
FUL ADQITION TO MY TROPHY ROOM. 


I STOOD MY GROUND.' I RAISED MY GUN AGAIN.' I 


I COULD HIT THE VITAL SPOT/ 1 





SAY' THAT'S SOME MOOSE-HEAD 
YOU GOT THERE? WHERE'D YOU > 
" r BAG HIM ? 


The next day, i broke camp and continued on my 
WAY? ABOUT NOON, I STOPPED AT ONE OF THE FEW 
GAS STATIO NS ALONG THE ALASKAN HIGHWAY. ■■ _ 

BETTER FILL ER UP. MISTER. AN 1 \ ( GOOD ?DEA ' 

TAKE A CAN TO SPARE.' NEXT J V. 

STATION'S TWO HUNDRED / 1 / M 

MILES.' y— // M 


I SLAMMED MV FOOT DOWN ON THE BRAKES? THE 
TWO FRONT TIRES EXPLODED AS THE SPIKES 
RIPPED INTO THEM f THE STATION-WAGON LURCHED 
0NA2ILV, AND 1 FELT IT GOING OVER... 


There was a horrible crash and everything went 

BLACK.,. f r 




When z came to. z was lying on a couch in a rustic 

CABIN/ AS THE COB- WEBS CLEARED, I HEARD A STRANGE 
SOUNO? IT WAS THE STEADY THROBBING OF A MOTOR 
COMING FROM T HE NEXT ROOM. . . 


Suddenly, as z lav there, z heard voices 

COMING FROM THE ROOM WITH THE THROBBING MO 
■f NO.' PL EASE' DON’T' Tna^ 4 
uivr urBrY t A A 


WH . WHERE AM zr I...X * 
REMEMBER/ THE CNASNf 


I TRIED TO MOVE/ AN EXCRUCIAT- 
ING PAIN SHOT THROUGH MY LEG/ 
I LOOKED DOWN / IT WAS 
TWISTED / IT WAS. .. 


My BLOOD FROZE IN MY VEINS / IT 
SOUNOED LIKE SOMEONE WASJIEING 

TORTUREO.. . IV W HflT IN FlAZES 


Suddenly the ooor openeo/for 

A MOMENT I HEARO THE MOTOR 
LOUDER /AND THERE WAS ANOTHER 
SOUND.. A GURGLING SOUNO? LIKE 
WATER BEING PUMPED THROUGH 
^^V r AH/ YOU'VE 

■ COME M 


” BROKEN /my LEO is 
BROKEN f 1 CANT 
LT — MOVE' ^ 


PLEASE. ..NO? 
A 44 *AA AH' . 


He closed the door, shuttin g out the 
SOUNDS^ HE SMILED ATME...|| rxHt rrrJZT 
HOW DO YOU FtfcLY 1 ^^pFOR MY LEG? YOU 
WAS AFRAID YOU iy TALK LIKE YOU a 
MIGHT HAVE A // KNOW SOMETHING 4 

CONCUSS ION f y I ABOUT MEDICINE.' 1 

s '~- — - . ri \ WMY C0ULDW ’ T Y0U I 

\ FUT MY LED IN A M 
\ SPLINT ? 



u°oooa a 


4 *"hhy 


Wrro A GREAT DEAL OF EFFORT, I MANAGED TO HALF 
MOP, HALF DRAG MYSELF ACROSS TH E ROOM TO THE , 
D OOR?' I FLUNG IT OPEN „J| f WHY. THERE'S NO Yffl.'l 
l ONE MERE f y|\ 




THE SPIKES' I 

EXACTLY.' LEX US 1 

y WHAT ARE 


GOING AMY- ^ 

\ YOU PUT A 

SAY I 'BAGGED 4 

YOU GOING 


PHERE.'rOU'RE 

) THEM ACROSS 1 

YOU AS A HUHTER 

] TO DO 

L TO A DOCTOR? M 

MY. ..MY 

X THE ROAO?^ 

BAGS AH AHIHALf ^ 

^ WITH ME? 




The won was empty.' oh a bare, white table was a 

RATHER L ARflE ROUNO BOX.' IT LOOKED LIKE A HAT BOX f 
OH THE FLOOR, A SMALL MOTOR THROBBED' IT SEEMED 
TO BE A PUMP 


Over the table a bottle hums upside down.' nr 
OF bottle used to aominis- 

RAH FROM IT OOWN TO THE 



I GRASPED THE HANOLE ANO RAISED THE COVER' THE 


I OR AGGED MYSELF, PAINFULLY, TO THE TABLE.' I 
STARED DOWN AT THE STRANGE BOX.' X SAW NOW 
THAT IT WAS ONLYA COVERf SUDDENLY THE HAIR ON 
THE BACK OF MY NECK CRAWLED' ONCE AGAIN CAME 
THAT PA THETIC SAP MOAN.. 7=r . T it CAMF FROMl 


YAA a AAaAaAAAH 


There, on the table, was a 
L/Y/HG BREATH/HG, HUH AM 
HEAD' IT BLINKED XT ME THROUGI 
WIOE EYES. . . | T — 

mmDr~~7^HOH, YOU FOOL/ 
WF GET AWAY FROM 

It , fZPi HERE ' HE ‘S HAD 
W HAD/ , 


I STOOD ROOTED TO THE SPOT; 
UNABLE TO MOVE.' THE INDE- 
SCRIBABLE HORROR I FELT 
NUMBED MY SENSES . - 


I SPUN AROUND 


DO YOU HEAD 
HER SET OUT 
BEFORE IT'S 
TOO LATE/ DO 
YOU BAHT TO 
EHD UF LIKE a 
MET J 




I YOUR TROPHY TwHXYES'THIS IS WHERE 
ROOM' J I WILL KEEP THE HEADi 
O’ ALL OF nr GAME' 


A SHELF... jf 

YOU'RE ORA 
YOU CAN'T 
HUNT 
HUMAN 
BEINGS' 


SHORT.' \T jtsTcMX. IT WHAT YOU 
MURDER.' J WILL- IT'S MY 
^ IDEA OF SPORT' 


He came at me with the can and SPONGE' I tried TO 
GET AWAY, BUT MY BROKEN LEG SENT ME SPRAWLING ' 
HE CLAPPED THE DAMP SPONGE OVER MY NOSE AND 
MOUTH. AND I SMELLED THE SICKENING PUNGENT ODOR 
OF CHLOROFORM f I BEGAN TO LOSE CONSCIOUSNESS... 
DRIFTING OFF INTO A BLACK ABYSS— f r~r ' 1 


When the darkness faded and i came to, i was 

STARING OUT OVER THE WHITE EXPANSE OF THE 
TABLE TOP' THE DOOR OPENED' HE CAME IN ' HE 


HEH.HEH'YESf THAT'S CLYDE FRANKLIN'S STORY.. IN HIS 
OWN WORDS r THAT'S HOW HE TOLD IT TO ME WHEN 1 
DROPPED IN TO SEE MY FRIEND WHO UVES IN THE 
LITTLE CABIN NEAR THE ALASKAN HIGHWAY fYOU 
' ^ SHOULD SEE HIS TROPHY ROOM 

NOW.' HE'S GETTING TO BE QUITE 
THE HUNTER' NOW. I’LL TURN , 
WlT % YOU OVER TO MY FELLOW 

7/ ' , 'A*- ; »\T GHOULUNATIC . THE VAULT- fl 

"• SOME MORE M 


KEEPER. 

SKUL L -DUOGERYf 




I SEE IT S 'OUEST-SPOT' TIME FOR ME AGAIN.' TIME FOR ME TO GRACE THE PAGES OF THE CRYPT- KEEPERS 
MAGAZINE WITH A HORROR TALE FROM MY PRIVATE COLLECTION OF SP/HE- T/H6LERS HERE IN THE VAULT 
OF HORROR / YES, I AM THE VAULT- KEEPER/ COME IN AND UE OOWN ON THAT STRETCH-RACK OVER 
THERE ' YOU LL HAVE A PIPPINS GOOO TIME WITH THIS TALE OF THE HACABRE I AM ABOUT TO RELATE.' 

X CALL IT 1*" “ — -- - — 


wvvw i IK min ima I "L, wr int maisMBnc X AH HDUU I I U KCLAI t. 

+mm 9 v@w a &® wen? 


Donald abelson stooo at the door of his loveut 

LITTLE HOME AND KISSED HIS WIFE GOOD-BYE f HE 
WAS LEAVING FOR THEOFFICE'HE LOOKED INTO HER 
SOFT BROWN EVES AND WHISPEREO THE WARNING HE 
HAD REGULARLY REPEATED EVERY MORNING SINCE 
THEY HAD BEEN MARRIED. 


r I WON’T. OONf 
GOOD-BYE.' DON'T 
WORK TOO HARD! 


GOOD-BYE. JUDY DEAR' I'LL BE 
HOME AT THE USUAL TIME.' < 
REMEMBER... DON'T OPEN THE 
DOOR TO STRAHSERS. 





Judy abelson watched her hus- 
band, DONALD, STROLL DOWN THE 
SMALL-TOWN STREET. .. 


Then she went inside' she closed the door 


PLEASE... YOUNO LAOYf HAVE PITY ON 
A POOR OLD WOMAN... WHO HASN'T A 
CATCH IN TWO DAYS' SPARE A CRUST 
m Of BREAD, OR A COIN... PLCASC/ ^ 


YOU HAVE T 
A LOVELY 4 
'HOME, MA'AM' BUT 
BETTER STILL, YOU 
HAVE A LOVELY . 


{ MY BODY? WHAT... > 
WHAT DO YOU HCAHT 
WHAT DO YOU WAHT...J 


£1 a ! 


YOUMS BODY... 
JUST WHAT IVE 
BEEN LOOKING 
J FOR' r-' 










f ARSO-RAD/HO - ] 
[ VISHNU* A6RO- I 
RAMBU-H/NtSHU... 


When she came to. she was 

LYING ON THE FLOOR'SME STARED 
DOWN AT THE FAMILIAR RU6'THEN 
HER GAZE FELL UPON HER HANOf 
IT WAS KNOTTY. ..WRINKLED ...THE 
HAND OF AN OLD HONAN- 


NO f OH, DEAR 
T 60D.N0 * 


Meanwhile, a trim young figure moved down 

THE MAIN STREET OF THE SMALL TOWN— THE 
STOLEN COPY OF JUDY ABELSON. 


IROOKED L.MBS- j DQMALD f THIS IS JUDY* CONE 
HONE- 6 ASH. . . QUICKLY f SOWTHtHQ .JIQRAISLE 


FUNNY' SHE 
ACTED LIKE 
SHE NEVER 
f SAN US . 
[ BEFORE f 1 






WHAT ARE YOU DOING 
'HERE? WHERE'S NY , 

- - wire ? t=r~^ 


CHEEKS AND WEPT... | I AN JODY... 

FOR COD’S SAKE, OLD WOMAN rYoONALD' BELIEVE 
STOP YOOR WHIMPERING AND | ME f I AM... 
TELL ME... WHAT DID TOO / s ~r— , 

, DO WITH JUDY? // 


Donald listened to the incred- 
ible STORY f HE STARED AT THE 
OLD WOMAN IN DISBELIEF... 

I DON'T BELIEVE} LET ME PROVE t 
YOU? X CAN'T... 1 1 AM 4UOY.OONAUJ' 
^^‘ask ME ANYTHING/ 
■ THAI ONLY JUDY 

WOULD KNOW ') f 


Donald turned away? he thousht 

FOR A MOMENT. AND THEN... 


.n^ a .vn,...j AwD wmehi 

REGAINED CONSCIOUSNESS . I 
FOUND MYSELF IN HER BODY ' 
DONALD ...SOB ...WHAT WILL I 
DO? WHAT WILL I DO... 


r ALL RIGHT' IF YOU CAN ' 
ANSWER THIS- 1 MIGHT 
/believe YOU ' WHAT WAS 
THE NUMBER OF THE < 
ROOM IN THE HOTEL 
WHERE WE SPENT OUR A 
l HONEYMOON ? 




Donald couldn't believe hs 
ears' he asked other questions 
...MORE PERSONAL QUESTIONS' 
THE BENT OLD WOMAN ANSWERED 
THEM ALL.. .CORRECTLY... 


The ringing of the telephone 

INTERRUP TED DONALD'S EXCLAMA- 
TI0W - I OON? THIS IS GEORGE 


[ SHE'S 00 WN HERE' 

] WAITIN' FOR THE 
'THREE- TEN.' BOUGHT 
A TICKET TO NEW 
YORK.' NOW,! DON’T 
^MEAN TO PRY.. .BUT... 


Donald hung up.' he spun around, facing the 


anything' ^ 
ANYTHING / 


r YOU SAY YOU'RE JUDY! IF YOU 

ARE, you'll follow my > 

INSTRUCTIONS... DO 

ANYTHING I WANT / J ■ 


Donald led the olo woman to 

OPENED THE DOOR. .. | 

HURRY' THERE'S NO TIME TO LOSE?" 
PERHAPS IT ISN'T TOO LATE? I j 
BUT... I'VE GOT OSS 


IF IT WILL 
HELRDONALDu 
OF COURSE' 


HAVE A PLAN 

TO LOCK YOU IN THIS CLOSET' 
—7 WILL YOU LET ME f 




Donald closed the closet door on the olo woman 

THE KEY AND RAN FROM 


It was three o'clock when oonald reacheo 
THE STATION.' HE SPOTTED JUDY'S FAMILIAR FIGURE 
SITTING IN THE WAITING ROOM? HE WALKED UP TO 




Suddenly, a desperate mao ioea crashed into 

DONALD'S MIND ? HE STEPPED UP TO JUDY'S BODY 

AND SNARLED...I -KT" -<■ 

— 1 SO YOlSRE / HUH » ^ 

RUNNING AWAY. JUDY f SO YOU CANCER ? 
CANT RACE THE FACT THAT U DIE ' . 
YOU HAVE CANCER L THAT YOU'RE ll^ || 

GOING TO DIE IN TWO ]/f\ Hs 

7 MONTHS .' /l ■ VI 


GO AHEAD.' RUN AWAY' 
YOU THINK YOU'LL SHARE 
ME THE GRIER OF WATCH 
!NG YOU DIE. EH* ALL ^ 
RIGHT... IF THAT'S THE j" 
r WAV YOU WANT IT_. J| 


I CANCER- DIE.' what 

HAVE I DONE ? I'VE GOT 
TO GET IT BACK... GET 
r MY BODY BACK... f 
CAMPTO-ARGORADIMO- 



Suddenly Judy's booy... seated on 
THE BENCH.. . STIFFENED? THEN... 
THE COLOR DRAINED FROM HER 
CHEEKS? SHE SLUMPED FORWARO, 


Donald and judy sped back 

ACROSS TOWN? THEY RUSHED (NT 
THE MOUSE? SOMEONE WAS HAM- 
MERING ON THE CLOSET DOOR? 
DONALD TOOK HIS GUN FROM THE 
Pg9K ; J '^SfWHAT ARE YOU 
SHE'S IN THERE, \ GOING TO DO, 
JUDY? LOCKED IN \ DONALD ? 
THE CLOSET... A. ^ 


TOM, DONALD, DARLING^ CMON ' 
DONALD? I'VE GOT ./wE'VE GOT 
MY BODY BACK? / TO GET TO 
SHE'S GIVEN / THE HOUSE f 
I ITMAfiltf ^ 


JUDYf JUDY f. 


I'M GOING TO KILL HER, JUDY ? SHE'S \ 
EVIL? I'VE GOT TO KILL HER OR SHE'LL 
DO THIS HORRIBLE THING AGAIN.' NO 
ONE WILL MISS HER? WE'LL BURY 
v HER IN THE CELLAR.' —— - 


Donald emptied his gun into the closet door ? 

THEN, THEY OPENEO IT ? THE 0L0 WOMAN WAS DEAD I 
THEY CARRIED HER BODY TO THE CELLAR AND 
BURIED HER... i KT37 , f | | 


3te|g 







HEH.HEH? NO, KIDDIES' MY STORY 
ISN'T OVER' NOT YET f THE ENO 
CAME ABOUT SIX MONTHS 
ONE NIGHT, AFTER JUDY AND 
DONALD HAD GONE TO BED, JUDY 
HAD A TERRIBLE NIGHTMARE 'SHE 
HEARD THE OLD WOMAN'S VOICE, 


Judy, now in the corpse of the old 

BLED UP THE CELLAR STAIRS' BITS OF 
FELL AWAY 


WOMAN. STUM- 


Donald WENT FOR HIS GUN' THE DECAYED , FOUL- 
SMELUNG CORPSE OF THE OLD WOMAN FOLLOWED HIM 
TO JUDY'S ROOM f DONALD FLUN6 OPEN THE DOOR ' 

JNG FRAN- 



CRYPT-KEEPER’S 
k CORNER ^ 


Dear Crypt-Keeper. 

I think The Old Witch is a geezer. I like your comic books a 
lot. This is the first time ever I read your comical I am very 
Impressed with the stories. The Vault-Keeper is worse than 
The Old Witch. The Vault-Keeper stinks at te«ng stones. 

I also write my own comics. Have you ever spooked 
someone? My favorite story is "Reflection of Death!" in 
issue #7. Keep up the good work. 

Robert Rafallk, 3rd Grade Schenectady. NY 


Dear Crypt-Keeper. 

I like you the most out of The Vault-Keeper and The Old 
Witch. Your comics are great. I watch your show on HBO 
whenever I can and I watch your Saturday morning 
cartoons. I have the first book in the series of Crypt books, 
and I also have a book called Jokes From the Crypt . " I 
also have some of your cards. After I read one of your 
comic books my sister and my mom read them. My whole 
family likes scary things 

One of your best stories was "Swamped" in HAUNT *5 
Another of my favorites is "Reflection of Death!" In CRYPT 
•7. 


I am 9 years old. Sometimes I feel sad. I pull out some 
TALES FROM THE CRYPT. I read stories and I feel great. I 
Just started [recently]. Your friend. 

Sherry Sookaram New York. NY 


Dear CK. 

I am a big fan and a very old fan of you, I started getting 
interested In you when I was three; now I am nine, almost 
ten. I got CRYPT 7 [and seven others). I read them all 
Jacob Heltfrlch New York. NY 


RT2.BX37 
Carter. SO 57626 


Dear Crypt-Keeper. 

It's me again You know. David Rodriguez I still want to 
know who was thrown off the sled in your story "Wolf 
Baffl" (available in GLAD HAUNT »4 as a back Issue), and I 
won't stop writing until you answer Itl Hehll I can wait 
forever: the real question is. can you? Eternally yours, 

Huntington Park. CA 


I watch the "Tales from the Crypt" TV show, and I Just 
have to say: What's with the Crypt-Keeper? If you ask me I 
think It needs more BLOOD. Yours Truly. 

Donna Ross, age 10 Plainfield. NJ 

Dear Russ, 

I love your comic books on Tales trom the Crypt. When I 
grow up. I want to become a doctor I also want to become 
a comic book colector. John Wrtgley [is the only?) comic 
book collector I know. He collected 160 books [by] i960, 
[and by) 1966 had a total of 206 comic books 
I watch "Tales from the Crypt" on FOX. I like the one with 
David Warner, about that [Felicity) girt. That's one ol my 
favorites. * 

Jonathan Carter, 11 years old Decatur. IL 


David Rodriguez 


Dear Crypt-Keeper. 

I am 1 1 years old I watch your [HBO] TV show a lot, but I 
don't think I'd like the cartoon. 

i collect your comics, but unfortunately I can’t tlnd them 
right now. You, The Vault-Keeper and The Old Witch's 
comics are the scariest I've ever read. Are the stories In 
your comics the ones In the TV show? 

Paul O'Leary Needham. MA 


i's It swinging? Ok here. I just recently began 
lg EC oomlca. My first was CRYPT 17. My favorite 
sancel". It was cod. Could you tell me the Crypt- 
8 orgln? I've always wondered how he came to be. 
om the Crypt Rules!!! Cryptically yours. 

D.Walchle Ft Wayne. IN 

tell you my origin, in QLAO CRYPT *1; or you 


can say Is. great comic! Keep It coming! I'm 12 



going on 13. and a great tan. I don't have HBO. but your 
show comes on Saturday now on regular TV. Your comics 
are only at one place. Chesterfield Mall. Print my address. I 
love pen-pals. I also love Stephen King movies and books. 
Great comic! Your #1 Fan, 

Sarah Lownsdalle 568 Sunbridge Dr 

Chesterfield. MO 63017 

Hey CK. 

I've been an avid horror fan since I was 1 1 . Up until now. at 
15, nothing grosses me out like CRYPT. II has the best 
storyline and art. My favorite frame Is from "Reflection of 
Death!", when the character sees his mangled reflection In 
the mirror. I was wondering If you sold any CRYPT posters; 
my parents won't let me hang real decomposed bodies on 
jny wall. so... 

Another thing I've been wondering Is If you had any tips on 
how to draw corpses and other gruesome pictures. I’ve 
tried, but they look too. well, alive. If there Is anyone out 
there who Is as much of a horror fanatic as me. write to me. 
MlkeTormey 39 Bolivia ST 

Wllllmantlc. CT 06226 

What, no 14-year-olda? Ye’ know, the thing that bugs 
me the most about the HBO and kld-vld "Crypt- 
Keeper" Is the squeaky voice. Not at all like my real, 
sepulchral baritone! 

They do adapt authentic EC comics stories, and 
retain the original titles. You’ve perhaps noticed that 
all of them are presented as mlna, even when they 
were actually told by VK or OW. 

We have no EC posters, but it would taka only 2000 
trading cards to cover an 8*10 watll — CK 

Dear Crypt-Keeper. 

HI. I just moved to Indiana. What I want to know Is, do you 
have a fan dub? If you do I'll be willing to Join. I think that 
your comics, shows, and cards are the greatest. I never 
miss any of your shows because they're so cool. 

Cameron Lee Carmel, IN 

Check last month’s HAUNT 8 and INC SF 8 for the 
latest FAN CLUB NEWS nows, and watch for that 
feature In VAULT, as well. — CK 

Dear CK. 

There is TALES FROM THE CRYPT comic. CRYPT video. 
CRYPT television series. CRYPT cartoon. CRYPT pin ball 
and CRYPT trading cards What next? Are there going to 
be TALES FROM THE CRYPT jackets, t-shirts, baseball 
caps and figures? Or. even a computer game. (I hope so)? 
Is there a video I can buy of the HBO television series? 
Oliver Wlngrave Famham Surrey. GB 

Brits 8 Celts tall me the videos are the only way to 
consume the HBO shows there, I don’t know details, 
tho; sorry. — CK 

Dear Crazy Bag of Bones. 

I read CRYPT 7 and I think is a stuck up 

Ghoulatlc! I think you should decide who the No. 1 fan Is! 
And I think "Last Respects!" was real Ghoulerlfflc! 
"Seance!" was very thrlHing. and so was "Voodoo 
Death!". I would give you two thumbs up but I got my hand 
chopped offl (Never make your sister madl) 

MHB. who wrote a letter In CRYPT 7, Is not stuck up 
because he doesn’t claim to be the best! I think Mi is real 
cool! I think the witch and you make a ghoulish couple! And 
I think you have your way ot getting your lace in the crowd! 
You have a comic, card set. show on FOX and HBO, and a 
cartoon on Saturday mornings! 


I hope you publish this letter because someone has to tell 
he's stuck up! Well, I have some things to settle with 
my sister! Please print my addre ss because me and Lloyd 
have something to settle! I think rules! 

1 CX) Teachers CT 
Guyton. GA 31312 


Jason Parker 


Now, now— mustn’t fight! I deleted the names, 
positive and negative, to save you some fisticuffs, 
sans flstiesl You all know by now that anyone can be 
#1 ’cause you’re all *1 with me— ss long as you buy 
the comlcsl! It’s like Joey says, next letter... — CK 

I just finished CRYPT #7 and I was disgusted! Not at your 
pulse-pounding tales of horror, but at the letters pages! 
These #1 fans— humph! Yet. I have the solution to their 
conundrum ot just who deserves to be EC's #1 fan. 
Without further ado, here It is: WHO CARES? What's really 
Important, mind you. is who deserves to be #0 fan!! After 
all, with tO comic books all the rage, what about that 
worthy fan who is #0? And the newest trend: Chromium 
Fan #1 !! Now let's get serious. CK. Is being the plain, old. 
non-enhanced #1 fan important at a*? I didn't think so. On 
to the stories... 

"Reflection of Death!", despite some wonderful art by Al 
Feldstein. was an all-too-typical story of the time. EC 
turned out masterpieces which everybody remembers. 
Yet. I'D admit that Bill Gaines and Ns merry GhouLunatlcs 
told their share of cliched stories, such as this one. Yet. 
with the good come the bad. and the EC output of brilliant 
short stories could not be matched. 

The Old Witch's tale for the issue, "Last Respects!”, was 
better than the Initial tale and was a real splne-tingler. 
Without any supernatural overtones, this story showed just 
how far a typical red-blooded 1950s boy would go for his 
girl. Graham Ingels did a great job on the visuals, and this 
story presented one of the few times that I've enjoyed 
Graham’s unique work; usually [I prefer] the cleaner and 
more slick styles of Craig and Feldstein Overall. "Last 
Respects!" was an enjoyable, If slightly horrific, piece. And 
most fascinating ot all. the subject matter is not something 
wNch Is totally unbelievable. Did you ever catch "Alive." 
CK? Or even those wacky headhunters always trying to 
sautee GilMgan? Aah, the classics of film and television. 
"Seance!" was definitely the best story In the issue. It was 
great to see Jack Davis' art In this story, especially to note 
the evolution ot his art. from yesterday's comics to today's 
commercial art. caricature and package art. The 
exaggerated faces that have become a Davis trademark 
were present In tNs story, which gave "Seance!" an 
almost-humorous visual Impact. The story itself was 
suspenseful and quite a testament to the power of fortune 
tellers, gypsys. mediums and psychics. And a note to you. 
CK: *'a happy medium”? Ha. ha. 

Finally, we have "Voodoo Death!" In Haiti This was quite 
an interesting piece albeit one which went by all too 
quickly. Maybe all of EC's voodoo stories could be 
presented, at least the best of them, in a mlnisertes format. 
I'd love to see such Theme mlnlseries show up. such as a 
"vampire" compilation or a book of lovers' tales. 

Joey Marchese Union, NJ 


I wouldn't be caught undead watching “Alive.'* — CK 


Dear CK. VK. OW. 

I really like your comic books and that new cartoon on 
television. Both are very interesting and enjoyable to read 
and watch. On Saturday mornings I get up and watch 
"Tales from the Crypt." Moot of the time I read the comic 
books. To me. nothing Is more exciting than reading horror 
stories. 

Travis Montle Alpena. Ml 








Y f ALL 
> RIGHT, 

' MARGIE.' 
, I'LL GO? 
BUT r 
WON'T 
e/VEUP/ 


Margaret singer slams the 

DOOR ON POOR EDWA RD WALLACE. 
POOR SAP.'WOrrTHE~ > 1^M^| 
EVER CATCH ON THAT gM 
HE DOESN'T RATE WITH ■ 

ME? HOW MANY TINES 

DO I HAVE TO SLAP r IN 

r HIS FACE I 


EVERY H/OHT AS FAR AS 
YOU'RE CONCERNED' ( 
NOVA WILL TOU LEAVE* [ 
I HAVE TO DRESS FOR / 
■r A HEAVY DATE.' J 


MOVES SLOWLY DOWN THE DARKE 

INO STREETS. . . r .J -j 

WHY*MW1 WON'T SHE GIVE ME A 
BREAK ? SHE KNOWS I'M CRAZY 
ABOUT HER.' BUT SHE TREATS ME C 
LIKE DIRT/ SHE ACTS LIKE SHE J 
CAN T STAND ME? 


Eddie crosses the street andentersthe 

OESERTED PARK' HE SLUMPS DOWN ON A BENCH? 
SOON A STRANGER COMES ALONG? HE STOPS . EVES 
EDDIE. . THEN SITS DOWN BESIDE HIM. . t 
’"s^ATTER.YOUNGFELLErTTi yrfJF/nilNUTS ABOUT 
YOU LOOK PRETTY 6LUNf ) A GIRL, BUT SHE WON’T 

i w SIVE ME A tumbles 


The stranger smiles... reaches into his pocket. 

AND P ULLS OUT A CARD. ^ HUH ? WHAT CAN 'Vt 


OH . IS THATVX'f WELL. GO 
SEE THIS GUY' HElL FIX 
YOU UP? GUARANTEED! 


The stranger rises and disappears into 

THE NI6HT? EDDIE STUDIES THE SMALL 
WHITE CARD? IT READS "ULRIC STRONHAM, 
ALCHEMIST'? AN ADDRESS FOLLOWS. .. y — ^ 
AN ALCHEMIST/ SAY? I 
.'( THOUGHT THOSE GUYS WENT 
OUT WITH THE MIDDLE AGES? 
/r~ y [ OH, WELL. I CAN'T LOSE 
jyaM&V ANYTHING? I'LL GO SEE HIM? 


The address on the card leads edwaro wall ace to a dark 

WINOING STREET IN THE OLDEST PART OF TOWN? THE BUILOING 
HE IS LOOKING FOR IS A RUN-OOWN. DIRTY TENEMENT? ME CLIMB 
RAT- I NFESTED STEP S TO ULRIC STR ONHAM '» DOOR. \ 

MB/ T,SJ5f LyEs? 

1 rr ^irr whatcan ^ 

■H KW /'l .4 1 DO FOR YOU 


I. .. I WAS GIVEN YOUR 
CARD ? THE MAN SAID YOU 
COULD HELP ME ? rjr" 



The wrinkled, wizened old man steps aside and 

EDWARD ENTERS A WEIRD ROOM? BOTTLES AND JARS 
LINE THE WALLS.. EACH FILLED WIT H BRILL IANTLY 
COLORED LIQUIDS AND P OWDERS. 


I-TMIN^ 
IOVE WITH A GIRL' BUT 
SHE—SHE DOESN'T 
? LOVE ME' 


VERY SIMPLE' HERE' TAKE THIS' IT’S 
A LOVE POTION.' MY SECRET FORMULA' 
JUST A FEW DROPS ANO SHE'S 
to youps. ..all yours. ' 


IT... IT MUST 
BE VERY 
EXPENSIVE... 
IF IT REALLY 
7 WORKS' ] 


I OH, IT WORKS' I GUARANTEE 
I THAT' AND IT’S VERY CHEAP... 
gr ONLY ONE DOLLAR.' TjC 


ONE DOLLAR ? 
IS THAT ALL? 
I'LL TARE IT ' 


J NOT GOOD-BYE, YOUNG I 
MAN' AU RE VOIR... FOR 
1 NOW.' YOU'LL BE BAOX.'l 
JHEY ALL COME BACK' J 


OH. NO' NOT ME/ ( 
IF THIS REALLY 
MAKES MARGARET 
FALL MADLY IN LOVE 
WITH ME. YOU WON'T 
r SEE ME AGAIN f ^ 


/FOR THE>- 

ANT/DOTE: 






AHYTHWGf 


Edward rushes from the weird 

ROOM. . DOWN THE GARB AGE -LADEN 
STAIRS. . AND BACK ACROSS TOWN 
TO MARGARE T'S APARTMENT... 

'ohTeDWARD<ARE r* L . . fcAME TO 
YOU BACK AGAIN?/ SAY GOOD- BYE, 
I TOLD YOU. T\ MAROARET/l'M 


INYTHINGTO GET 
BID OF YOU f 


WELL? HERE'S TO \ 
YOU MARGIE? i'll! 
ALWAYS LOVE V 

'-r V0U Lj '(j 


EdOIE RELUCTANTLY OPENS THE DOOR? MARGIE WATCHES 


OH . TyOU BIG. OVERGROWN KID? 
COME HERE? I'LL KISS YOU 
f OOOO-BYE 1 1 — ]/~lTU 





HEH.HEH' YEP.' IT 


, i JUST LIKE ) 

OLD ULRIC.THE ALCHEMIST; SAID' C. 
MARGIE FELL . . .HEAD OVER HEELS'] 
EDDIE AMD SHE WERE MARRIED.' J 
SHE ADORED urn WORSHIPPED ' 
him LOVED HIM LOVED HIM 
[ LOVE D HIM TILL EDOIE THOUGHT 

M| ill miiil.O 80 MADf ) 


DARLING... DARLING \ 
EDDIE.' SWEET. ..H AMO- 
SOME. . . DIVINE j 
EDDIE.' OH, HOW X T) 
LOVE YOU, EDDIE' )[ 
■ OH, HOW.. 


MARGIE. 'CUT 
) IT OUT? I*M 
' TRVIM8 TO 
■ READ '60 
SIT OVER 
. THERE? 1 


Margie, spurned by eddie. moves 
TO THE CHAIR ACROSS THE ROOM' 
THERE SHE SITS. . . SMILING . SMIL- 
ING AM D STARING AT EDDIE . . ■ «-?- 

DON'T YOU HAVE\ I LOVE YOU.' 
ANYTHING T 0 DO, S I HAVE NOTHING 
MARGIE? MUST ^ IN LIFE TO DO 
YOU SIT ANO EXCEPT LOVE 

STARE AT -JJST YOU.' YOU'RE MY 
EVERYTHING- 


IT KILLS 
HER?. T — 


IS LATE THAT SA ME NIGHT THAT ED DIE KNOCKS ON 


YES f I CAN'T k 
STAND HER ANY J 
LONGER.' SHE T 
CRAWLS ALL J, 
OVER ME.' SHE'S 
[ DRIVING ME ^ 
y CRAZY.' F 


AH' YOU’VE FINALLYCOME BACK.' ] 
I MUST SAY IT TOOK YOU LONGER < 
THAN USUAL 1 YOU MUST BE A VERY 
PATIENT MAN 1 YOU WANT THE , 
ANTIDOTE, NO£flUBT ? 


YES' THE POTION IS CHEAP' THE 
ANTIDOTE IS EXPENSIVE.'! LOS. 
MONEY ON THE POTION' BUT I 1 
NOPE THAN MAKE /TUP ON J 
THE ANTIDOTE.' HHQ ANYONE JH 

WHO BUYS THE POTION f ^ 

ALWAYS BUYS THE W Y-YES.I 
ANTI DOTE.. SOONER yX GUESS'y 
OR LATER.' WELL, 

YES OR NOT 


, INTENDED TO RILL HER f YOU 
SAY IT LEAVES NO TRACE? 1 

*Jg HOW • ^TU 


POTION.. 




At BREAKFAST THE NEXT MORNING, 
EDWARD SPILLS THE •ANTIDOTE' INTO 
MARGIE'S COFFEE WHILE HER BACK 
llJiSN^^Y^THArs ALL RIGHT? 
OH, DEAR? YOUR \ MARGARET' I 
TOAST ISN'T f LEFT MY WATCH 
READY YET' I'M > IN THE BATH- 
SORRY, DEAREST' 1 ROOM, ANYWAY' , 


But MARGIE, THE DEVOTEO WIFE, 
WAITS PATIENTLY FOR EOWARO TO 
RETURN TO THE TABLE? ANO EDWARD 
DID SO WANT TO AVOD WITNESSING 
HER -.SHAL L WE S A Y ...FINISH ...^ A 
'^mmmTcoffefsXis it, DEAR? OK 
Lgood THIS MORNNG') I'M SO m 
K’ISN'T IT? XrSL HAPPY... 1 
i- 1... A 

^owAPDf I 


tDWARO SLUMPS TO THE FLOOR AND IS VERY STILL? 
HE IS QUITE OSAO' SWIFT ANO SURE... JUST LIKE ULRIC 
SAID? THERE IS A SLIGHT SMI LE ON HIS FACE... ^ 


OH, WELL? SO I DRANK 
SO I'M D£ADf AT LEA 


Yes, EDWARD SMILES AS HE MOVES 
THROUGH THE MIST? BUT THE SMILE 
IS SHORT-LIVED, FOR... 

THAT... 

£,0\A IARD/\ MARS/P'S 

inARLIA/G /JL voice' y\ 


EDWARD? BUT DON'T WORRY? 
MAYBE SOMEDAY YOU MIGHT 


i /MS TO TAUS 
k PROM THE 
I CRYPT f FOR 





THE WORKS...IN WAX' 


,cmamqeS 

sorrM 


Mr STORY BEGINS IN THE NINETEENTH CENTURY... IN 
ENGLAND f ON A DARK AND WINDING STREET IN OLO 
LONDON STANOS A FAMOUS STRUCTURE.. THE HODS 
LAM WAX MUSEUM' INSIOE. THE OWNER BARKS 
OBOFBS AT HIS NERVOUS. SCURRYING WIFE, _ 


r HURRY, MARIE? 


r ni/rrnr, umcf IT IS 
TIME TO OPEN UPf , 
ARE ALL THE TABLEAUS 
DUSTED' _ 


FINISHED t YOU MAY 
UNLOCK THE DOORS? 



The FAME OF THE HOGS LANE WAXWORKS IS WIDE-SPREAD?OUT- 
SIDE THE BATTEREO DOORS, A CROWD HAS ALREADY GATHERED ' 
TOURISTS FROM ALL OVER THE WORLD TRAVEL TO SEE THIS 
FAMOUS MUSEUM. ..ANO ITS NOTORIOUS CHAMBER OE HORRORS 


The anxious throng pushes its way into 

THE MATAUD ESTABLISHMENT... FILLING 
HENRI’S OUTSTRETCHED HANDS WITH COINS 
AND PAPER MONEY' IN3I0E.WAX FIGURES 
STAND E XPECTANTLY, AWAITING TH E PRYING 
EYES— (p| rasp , anirs 


STOP PUSHING?) WELCOME, LADIES AND GENTLE 
^/"MEN? WELCOME TO MARIE AND 
r HENRI MATAUD’S WAXWORKS ? 


YES 'MARIE AND HENRI MATAUD’S ( 
WAXWORKS IS WORLD RENOWNED ? V 
I Y’KNOW WHY ? BECAUSE THE WAX 
FIGURES LOOK SO REAL/ THEY...* 
THEY LOOK ALMOST AL/YE.'AHD 
IN THE CHAMBER OF HORRORS... 
\WELL... YOU CAH /MAC/HE. 


oulp?Aigh? it J rr’s the famed 
TURNS MyIhATCHET MURDERER, 
■ (( STOMACHE') CYRUS EVERARO 

^JT WITH ONE OF HIS . 

i rntflwt victims' r\ 


r THATlS JACK .THE ) AMAZING' T OOOH? 
RIPPER? I’D ..'HOW ALIVE V. THE 
SWEAR HE THEY LOOK7SLOOO' 

1 moved ? / 


SHE ACTUALLY LOOKS /HE STRANGLED THIRTY- 
. LIKE SHE’S BEING ^ THREE WOMEN BEFORI 
STRANGLED ? ^Jl^HEY CAUGHT HIM... 


LYE_S? THE MATAUD WAXWORKS.IS QUITE A PLACE-.QUITE A PLACE.. 


AGNES ? THAT’S A WAX 
FIOURE/ PEOPLE ARE4 
, LAUGHING AT YOU ? 


PARDON ME. GUARD? CAN YOU TELL 
ME... GUARD? I’O LIKE SOME INFOR-, 
. NATION.. GUARD... I SAY? THAT’S 
—VERY RUDE? I’LL REPORT.. / 




ARRIVES.' THE MILLING THRONG IS USHERED OUT, AND 
ONCE MORE THE DOORS ARE CLOSED.' HENRI MATAUO 
BREATHES A SIGH OF RELIEF... f y— 


WELL? TODAY WAS NOT SO 
BAD. WAS IT, MY FRIENDS? AT 
LEAST THERE WERE NO 
MISCHIEVOUS CHI LOREN, EH? 


WHEW? WELL, MARIE.' ANOTHER 
DAY, EH? IT IS A RELIEF TO 
HAVE SILENCE AGAIN. IS IT if 
NOT? 


1 J YES, HENRI/ I * 
J WILL DRAPE THE 
< TABLEAUS WHILE 
i YOU COUNT THE 
DAY'S RECEIPTS.'^ 


Henri calls marie’s name several times before 
^HE RU8HE? VPT9 HIM,.,,r-r- r s0>m J 

HAR/Ef DION'T YOU )( HENRI? I WAS... 
f HEAR ME CALL YOU? Jf BUSY? . 


HA ft IE? 


'MARIE/ 


THE BEST TUESDAY WE 
HAVE HAD THIS YEAN, MARIE? 


Suddenly his eyes fall upon 

THE EXHIBIT OF JOHN GARROTE, 

t YES. HENRI? 
-X FELT 
SORRY FOR 
HIM? 


SORRY ? SORRY? 
WHAT ARE YOU 
TALK! NS —j 
’ ABOUT? 


HE BES8ED 
^ ME TO DO IT ? 
HE SAID HE I 
COULN'T STAND 
LOO KINO AT HER 
EYES... A 


SUSY? BUSY DOING WHAT * 
YOU HAVE NOT DRAPED THE 
*f FIGURES? YOU... ^ 


”MON DIEU? WHAT 
HAVE YOU DONE? 
HIS HEAD/ fOU \ 
TURNED his w 

HEAD? Y* 





’MARIE? 


YOU 
ARE OUT OE 
f YOUR MIND? 


Henri twists the waxen head 

SO IT ONCE MORE STARES DOWN 
AT THE STRANGLED GIRL— , 


MARIE.' LEAVE THE 3 /W, HENRl' 
FIGURES ALONE? DON'T? 


J ur DOESN'T 
SAY? THArS CYRUS YlOOK SO 8AD... J 
EVERARO . THE M 

HATCHET MURDERER' TV 


MARIE? COMEp yEsThENRI 
- HERE? 


WJI, HENRY f HE WAS SO 
TIRED? THE HATCHET 
IS...SO HEAVY? I FELT. 
SORRY FOR HIM? 


MARIE? WHAT IS 
HAPPENING TO YOU? 
- YOU ARE GOINS 
MAD? 



POSITION. 


I TOLD YOU, MARIE / LEAVE 
THESE STATUES ALONE /IF 
I CATCH YOU CHANGING ANY J 
ASAIN, SO HELP ME ...I' LL ^ 
— ^ KILL YOU/j^SSf^S 


►..AND I MEAN IT? 
I'LL KILL YOU/ 


That night in their quarters above the wax- 

^ ^/'ThAVE MADE^ST YES , HENRI < fJWf 

■Y UP MY MIND, MARIE' yT^ Jtll fl^S 

■ YOU ARE GOING TO -^S. 

PARIS... FOR A VACATION ' K 


EVERARD? I AM. 
SORRY/ SOB... 


AWAKENED BY THE SOUND OF 
LAUGHT ER... MARIE'S LAUGHT ER. 

<^^MfMARIEr~SHEs ” 

NOT IN 


Henri's voice echoes through 

THE SILENT WAX MUSEUM'HE LIGHTS 

IARIE/YOU 

msm CRA2Y FOOL 'WHAT M 
■V HAVE YOU DONE ? 


I DESCENDS TO THE WAXWORKS 

BELOW.../ ;v 

T~- MARIE? ARE 




IeNBI'S GAZE .MOVES FROM TABLEAU TO TABLEAU. 


RUINED? YOU'VE RUINED 
—) THE EXHIBITS f < 


NOW... MY FRIENDS ARE 
ILL HARRY. HENRI.. / 
ALL HARPY... ' 


LOWEREO M'SIEU EVERARO'S 

HATCM6T... 


Indeed, marie had altered the chi 

I IT IS| IN FACT, NO LONGER HORRIBLE. 


THEY WERE AO UNHAPPY, HENRI* 
WE WERE T0RTURIN6 THEM? < 
THEY COULON'T STAND IT ANY 

longer ? I HAD TO DO Iff < L 


i Marie^bodygrows limp and, 
SHE SLIPS FROM HENRI'S GRASP.. 
t DEAD f HENRI TURNS AT A SOUl 
BEHIND HIM-. 


Henri's hands close about 

MARIE'S WHITE THROAT. TIGHTER.. 
1 TIGHTER- .TIGHTER. 


Henri's face is flushed? he 

CLENCHES HIS FISTS. MOVING 
TOWARD MARIE , 

7 I TOLD YOU WHAT I'D DO. MARIE f 
' I TOLD YOU WHAT I'D DO IF YOU 
1 TOUCHED THEM AGAIN... S, 





Outside, in the oark deserted london street, a 

I BLOOO- CURD LINO SCREAM FILLS THE AIR, ECHOINO 
| OVER THE CHIMNEY-POTS... 


YAAAAaAAa 


T HE NEXT MORNING , WHEN THE HOGS LANE WAXWORKS DOES NOT OPEN <. 
ITS OOORS . THE POLICE INVESTIGATE? THE DOORS ARE FORCED? INSIDE, 1 
THEY FIND A STRANGE SIGHT? A HUGE TABLEAU OF WAX FIGURES STANDS ' 
REVERENTLY ABOUT THE BODY OF MARC MATAUO AS SHE LIES ON A WAX- \ 
, FLOWER BEDECKED ALTAR? AT THE FOOT OF THE ALTAR, A HUGE CANOLE , 
I BURNS? ANO IF YOU LOOK REAL HARD, YOU CAN SEE... BENEATH T>C TRANS- 
• LUCENT WAX OF THE TREMENDOUS CANDLE... THE RE MAINS OFH ENRI p 
HENRI MATAUDf > 

r»nr, ^ a ^ LORDf \ he... he's the \ 

^-^1 fj) LOOK')mLl»ICK..OE THE \ 

. Urn'll oandl e' t— * 


'HEE.HEE? AND THAT'S MY STORY, } 
KIDDIES? DIDN'T IT JUST MELT V. 
LYOUR COLD HEARTS? YES, HENRI WAS ' 
'ALL BURNED UR OVER WHAT MARIE 
DID TO THE CHAMBER OF HORRORS? 
BUT HE SOON COOLED <VT...WHAT 
WAS LEFT OF HIM , THAT IS f THE . 
FIGURES THAT HE AND MARIE ✓ 
CRE ATED, CE RTAINLY WERE LIFE- \ 
LIFE . WEREN'T 1 
V THEY? TOO LIFE j 
UKElFYOUASK S 

bJER&n ME 'MARIE WASN'T 

crazy AFTER AU ~ 
EH° IT WAS HENRI 

wWfc? WHO WAS THE < 

Op OR IP.' SEE YOU J 
iXxA fJSln next in < 
l THE VAULT 

W OF HORROR' 



YOU SAY IT'S A 45-MINUTE BUS TRIP. WITH A TRANSFER. TO THE COMIC BQPK SHOP? YOU SAY 
IT'S A HARROWING 30-MINUTE DRIVE ON THE EXPRESSWAY TO THE MALL. AND THEN A 
30-MINUTE MERRY-GO-ROUND RIDE TO FIND A PARKING PLACE? YOU SAY YOUR TOWN 
DOESN'T EVEN HAVE A COMIC BOOK SHOP OR BOOKSTORE? IS THAT WHAT'S TROUBLING 
YOU. BUNKY? WELL. THEN. YOU SHOULD. 



TO RUSS COCHRAN'S REPRINTS OF THE ORIGINAL 1 950s EC COMICS! LEAVE THE WORRIES TO 

US. AND GET OUT AND TAKE A WALK IN THE SUNK 


DIRECT FROM THE PUBLISHER TO YOU. IN 


START MY 4-ISSUE subscription to the 

A HANDSOME. STURDY MANILA ENVELOPE 



MAILED FLAT TO YOUR OWN MAILBOX! 


VAULT WEIRD FANTASY CRIME 

RUSS COCHRAN, PUBLISHER 


NAME A ADORESS 



WEST PLAINS, MO 65775 



417-256-2224 
or call 1-800-EC CRYPT 



« H 


REMIT $8 EACH (SI 2 OUTSIDE US IN US FUNOS) 
MISSOURI RESIDENTS MUST *00 6 326S BALES TAX 


! your scissors • use you" own mss* 



YET MORE EC COMICS!! 


FOR APPROXIMATELY A YEAR. GLADSTONE PUBLISHED A LINE OF EC REPRINT COMICS CONSISTING OF THE 
TITLES SHOWN BELOW. EACH ISSUE CONTAINED 64 PAGES IN FULL COMIC BOOK COLOR. THE FIRST 32 FROM THE 
'KEY' TITLE AND THE LAST 32 FROM A SECOND TITLE. IN ADDITION. THERE ARE OCCASIONAL ARTICLES ABOUT 
THE MACABRE IN LITERATURE. A THEN-CURRENT LETTER COLUMN AND OTHER READER-WRITTEN FEATURES. 
RUSS COCHRAN NOW HAS THE ENTIRE BACKSTOCK OF GLADSTONE'S EC REPRINT LINE! EVERY ISSUE IS IN 
STOCK AND AVAILABLE FOR IMMEDIATE SHIPMENT. COMPLETE YOUR EC COLLECTION BY PURCHASING THESE 
COMICS! 



CONTENTS OF GLADSTONE EC COMICS 


Q LAO CRYPT 

#1: CRYPT 33(1062) 
CRIME 17 (1053) 

Q LAD VAULT 
#1 VAULT 34 (1063) 
HAUNT 1 (1050) 
OLAO WEIRD SCIENC 
#1: W SCI 22 (1053) 

W FAN 1 (1050) 


12: CRYPT 35 (1053) 
CRIME 18(1051) 


12: VAULT 27 (1052) 


#2: W SC1 16 (1053) 
W FAN 17(1050) 


*3: CRYPT 30 (10531 
CRIME 1 (1050) 


13: HAUNT 22 (10531 
VAULT 13(1950) 


#3: W SCI 8(1951) 
W FAN 14 (1950) 


•4: CRYPT 18 (1050) 
CRIME 18 (1953) 

*4: VAULT 23 (1052) 
HAUNT 13(1952) 


*4: WS-F27 (1955) 
W FAN 11 (1952) 


*5: CRYPT 45 (1954) 
CRIME 5(1951) 


»5: VAULT 19 (1961) 
W FAN 8(1951) 
OLAD HAUNT 
•1: HAUNT 17 (1952) 
W S-F 28 (1955) 


*8: CRYPT 42 (1954) 
CRIME 27 (1055) 


#8: VAULT 32 (1053) 
W FAN 8(1051) 


*2. HAUNT 5 (1950) 
W SF 29 (1955) 


WHEN ORDERING. PLEASE IDENTIFY AS GLAD TITLE ISSUE #: FOR EXAMPLE "GLAD CRYPT 
#1." GLAD CRYPT #1 IS $5; GLAD CRYPT #4. GLAD WEIRD #1 AND #4 ARE $4 EACH; ALL 
OTHER ISSUES ARE $3 EACH. INCLUDE $5 PER ORDER FOR S&H ($10 OUTSIDE US). 


m zz 


Send orders to: USB wmmm Missouri residents must add 6.225 % sales tax 

Russ Cochran, Publisher 417-256-2224 P.O.Box 469 West Plains, MO 65775 

OR to order call 1 - 800 -EC CRYPT and ask for the order desk USE THIS NUMBER FOR ORDERS ONLY! 







Collect ' 

> all 110 * 
Crypt Cards. 

> or else! 


8 Cards Per Pack 

Randomly Packed < 
Premium Cards | 



The lovable ghoul with an attitude now has his very own trading card series and he'll scare you silly. 
The wise-guy Cryptkeeper from HBO's TALES FROM THE CRYPT is deliciously demented in all kinds of 
horribly funny situations. 

The 1 10-card set features the Cryptkeeper (and a few unsuspecting victims), photos of the original 
comic book series, the gory details on what goes on "behind the screams" of the TV show, plus 
randomly packed Cryptkeeper holograms and a TEKCHROME™ premium card. 

TALES FROM THE CRYPT trading cards are too funny for TV. Collect the entire set. Your 
friends will just die of envy 



Russ is dealing from a full deck, so ante up and write or call for details on 
these putrid pasteboards today! 

RUSS COCHRAN POB 469 WEST PLAINS MO 65775 

417-256-2224 or call 1-800-EC CRYPT and ask for the order desk. 
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